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First Impressions 
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Izzy groaned as white fire shot down his back and through his limbs rousing him from a deep slumber. He 
racked his memory trying to conjure up some sort of recollection of the previous night.or day; his eyes hadn't 
caught up with his brain yet and they'd opted to remain closed, preventing him from ascertaining what time it 
was. Images of whiskey, Slash, vodka, Axl and brick walls flashed into his mind but none of them made much 
sense. Suddenly a soft hand caressed his cheek and his eyes finally snapped open 


"Ah, he lives." An unfamiliar voice chuckled softly and the face that belonged with it came into dull focus in 
the dim light of the room. "Welcome back to the world of the living." The voice spoke again and Izzy looked up 
at the face properly. 


A woman was crouched beside him (apparently on her side.. no he was just lying down) smiling brightly as she 


pressed the hand that had been on his cheek against his forehead. 


"Where am |?" he whispered croakily. 

"You're in a house, my house, in west California," the woman replied. 

She stared at him for a little while, a look of concern etched onto her face. 

"How do you feel?" she asked eventually. 

Izzy groaned in response and buried his head into the soft white pillow beneath him, not able to muster the 
energy to move any other part of his body. The woman laughed softly again and rested a hand on the back of 
his head. 

"As much as it may hurt, you need to try getting up," she said softly, her voice full of concern. "I think you 
should take a bath, you've got quiet a few cuts and grazes that need washing. | would've looked at them earlier 
but you needed your rest." 

The woman placed her hands gently on his arms and coaxed him up into a seated position. She crouched in 
front of him once more and took his face in her hands. They were soft, warm hands and her touch was gentle 
and kind. 

"What happened to you?" The whispered question didn't seem aimed at him despite the fact that her gaze was 
directly on his eyes. She sighed slightly and then dropped her hands to his knees, her expression changing to 
one of helpful determination. "Right then, come with me." 

She took his hands in hers and led him carefully through the bedroom door and down a short corridor to the 
bathroom. Izzy lowered himself into the small wicker chair that stood beside the bath as the woman began to 
run the water. 

"Who are you?" Izzy asked, his voice still a hoarse whisper. 

"My name is Imogen White, l'm a doctor at the local hospital," the woman replied with a smile. 

Izzy nodded a little, wincing at the slight pain the movement caused. 

"| found you a short way from here, passed out in the street so | brought you back here," Imogen continued. 


"Why not take me to the hospital?" Izzy inquired. 


"Well, you didn't seem to be in a dire condition, at least; nothing that needed immediate medical attention," 


Imogen replied. "I suppose if | hadn't been a doctor myself you probably would be in the hospital.” 


Izzy nodded again, trying to ignore the nagging voice in the back of his head telling him that the explanation 


was a little too convenient. 


"There." Imogen twisted the taps off and rose from her crouched position. "That shouldn't be too hot” She 
turned to Izzy properly. "Would you mind if | took a look at the wounds in the bath?" she asked. "As a doctor, 


of course; itll be easier to clean them that way.. you can say no if you like - I'll completely understand” 


Izzy smiled a little as he looked up at her; he was quickly growing to like her unassuming nature and he nodded 


in reply to her request. Imogen smiled. 

"IIl just go and get some antiseptic while you settle in then," she said and slipped out of the room. 

Izzy eased out of the chair and carefully began to remove his clothes, or rather; what was left of his clothes. 
The back of his shirt was ripped nearly to shreds and the buttons, and knees, on his jeans had come off. He 
left the clothes in a pile beside the chair and stepped carefully into the warm water, sighing contentedly as it 
quickly went to work on his aching muscles. The door eased open and Imogen slipped back in with her black 
doctor's case and a glass of amber liquid. 

"How is it?" she asked, kneeling beside the bath. 

"Nice," Izzy sighed with a smile. 


"Good." Imogen smiled. "Here, | thought you could use a drink" She handed him the small glass and Izzy sipped it 


appreciatively. 


He watched as Imogen opened her case and rummaged around, pulling out some rather menacing looking liquid 


and a packet of cotton wipes. 

"Now, lets get a look at this cut first," Imogen muttered to herself and tipped some antiseptic onto one of the 
cotton pads. She reached out and tilted Izzy's head up and towards her a little, examining the gash across his 
forehead. 

She sucked in her breath a little. "Nasty," she said and began to delicately dab at the wound. 

Izzy winced and gripped the side of the bath with his free hand as the antiseptic went to work with a sting. 
‘Sorry, can't help it I'm afraid," Imogen said. She stopped dabbing and peered at the wound before nodding and 
letting go of Izzy's chin "There, I'll dress that up when you're dry." She smiled. "Now, your back looked to be in 


tatters; would you mind leaning forward for me?" 


Izzy obliged and leant his forearms on his knees to give her access to his aching back. He couldn't help but let 
out a small groan as his back burned at suddenly being stretched. 


"I'd imagine your muscles will be quite sore; warmth and rest normally get rid of that," Imogen said soothingly. 


She retrieved some more cotton and went to work on the grazes and cuts along his back, warning him each 


time she was about to treat a wound. 


‘Its not too bad, just those grazesit looks a bit sore though." Imogen ran her hand softly down his shoulder 
blades frowning at the slight redness there. "Does it feel bruised?" she asked. 


Izzy nodded and let his head fall forwards, sniffing slightly and taking another sip from his brandy. 


"I can give you something for that when you're dry," Imogen said, gently rubbing his back. "Now, is there 
anything else that hurts?" 


"My knees are pretty messed up," Izzy replied, leaning back so she could see. 


Imogen shifted her position and studied his cut and grazed knees. "I'm afraid | have to sting you again," she said 
and grinned apologetically. She once more doused the wounds with antiseptic, making sure they were perfectly 


clean 


"Right, well I'll leave you to soak and try and find you some clean clothes," she said, straightening and smiling 
down at him. "I've got some of my brother's old ones, hopefully they'll fit. I'll see what | can do with these ones 
as well" She picked up the pile of tatters that had been Izzy's clothes and smiled at him one last time before 
slipping out of the bathroom. 


Izzy smiled at the closed door for a second; he could get used to being tended to by a beautiful young doctor. 
Reclining in the warm comfort of the bath, Izzy's eyes slipped shut and he focused on recalling the events 
that had led him to the home of this charming woman.. 


How it began... 
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It was dark, even for Slash's room it was dark. Izzy could barely see his hands as he felt around for a light. 


Once he'd found it the dazzling white light from the bare bulb nearly blinded him. 
"Shit," he whispered and rubbed at his sore eyes. 

"Hey Iz" A croaky voice from the corner made him jump. 

"Slash..what are you doing inin the dark?" Izzy asked, still blinking in the light. 

"| like the dark," Slash croaked in reply. 


A shiver went down Izzy's spine at the tone of Slash's voice. It was the kind of tone he normally reserved for 


groupies or hookers..or Axl. 
With a shake of his shoulders Izzy leant down, grabbed Slash's upper arms and tried to pull him up. 
Unfortunately Slash was stronger and easily wrestled Izzy to the ground. Another shiver ran down Izzy's spine 


as Slash pinned him to the floor and grinned down at him through a curtain of curls. 


"Sla-ash..what are you doing?" Izzy nervously attempted to laugh at Slash's behaviour - hoping to turn it into 


a joke. 

In response Slash crushed Izzy's mouth with his own quickly sliding his tongue past Izzy's parted lips in a 
brutal kiss. Izzy moaned and began to struggle under Slash's weight trying, in vain, to push him away. A swift 
move from Slash had Izzy's hands trapped above his head and unable to escape. 

"Easy Stradlin," Slash rasped as he pulled back. "You know you're enjoying it” 

Izzy shook his head and Slash gave a short laugh in response. 

"Oh yeah? Then explain this.” 

Slash slid his free hand down Izzy's slim torso and cupped his rapidly hardening member through the rough 


denim of his jeans. Despite himself Izzy groaned and let his head fall back to the floor as Slash's talented hand 
worked its magic. Narrow hips thrust up into the hand and Slash grinned down at his fellow guitarist. 


"I thought so," he whispered before claiming Izzy's mouth once more. 


This time Izzy gave up fighting and let Slash do as he pleased. His mind kept insisting that his arousal was the 
product of months of sexual frustration on tour, but his body knew it was because it was Slash's hands 
roaming across his body, Slash's mouth clamped over his own, Slash's rock hard member roughly brushing his 
thigh. He couldn't deny he wanted Slash to do it, he'd wanted this since they first met. Of course Axl had 
wanted it too, and Axl gets what Axl wants. Izzy couldn't be bothered to argue and he wasn't entirely sure of 
what he was feeling at the time. Needless to say he'd figured it out after many after show communal shower 
sessions and Slash's tendency to wander around in nothing but a towel. It was lust. Pure, unadulterated lust. 


And Izzy was powerless. 


Slash fumbled with Izzy's jeans until frustration overcame him and he simply ripped the button from the 
flimsy denim and yanked the zipper down. Izzy gasped and let out a deep, guttural moan as Slash's hand 
continued its work on his now naked member. Just as Slash was working his way down Izzy's lean frame to let 


his mouth take over the bedroom door swung open and a piercing scream rang around the room.. 


